and year out there transformed me from a skinny boy into a burly young man. Endless farm work first shook my faith, then threw me into sheer despair. Forty years later, even after many vicissitudes in life, I still vividly remember the mountains, the waters, and the people of Jiangyong. I simply cannot forget the journey of my youth.
Zhoujiabang
I settled in a small village called Zhoujiabang (Zhou Family Village), which resembled a Chinese landscape painting. A clear creek ran through the village, with a few bridges running across it and nice-looking wooden houses on both sides. In one opening, you could see a cluster of gray brick houses with tiled roofs, old, vast, and quiet. During the Taiping Rebellion a century earlier, several families named Zhou moved here. They grew, multiplied, and thrived thereafter. Some people of the Miao nationality also lived in the village. For many years, Chinese mountaineers and the Miao people lived side by side in peace. A thick and high stone wall surrounded the village, which hinted at the tough nature of its inhabitants.
Among the young people from Changsha were five boys and seven girls. We were divided into two groups, one joined No. 6 Production Team and the other joined No. 7. My group had three girls and four boys. We were given quarter in a big wooden house that once belonged to a Miao tribal chief. Because of its past, local people called the house the Miao King's Mansion. This century-old building was in the shape of a grill with a courtyard of nearly 10,000 square feet in the center. It consisted of more than 20 rooms, including bedrooms, a kitchen, and toilets. It was a little dilapidated for sure, but the fishpond in the courtyard, the miniature hills, the exquisitely carved corridors, and the solid hardwood walls in the building all spoke of the exalted status of its original owner.
The party secretary of the production brigade told us on the first day that, during the first year, the government would supply each of us with 50 jin1 of rice per month. But we had to grow our own vegetables. After the first year, the official supply of grain would cease, and we would rely on the grain that we received from our own production team.
There were a lot of trees in the mountains, but the local people did not know how to use them to their economic advantage. They could cut down some trees
